It was going to retreat The squadrons drew up facing
south-west For weeks the division had been making its
way south-west By now horses and men could make no
mistake about their direction
A clank of ironmongery sounded from the depths of the
valley The battenes passed along the column the opposite
way, with their teams trotting As they passed the
squadrons turned about The division had its back to
Tibet Without an order being given, without a shot being
fired, it set off It simply followed its nose
Makeev galloped up to the column He caught sight of
Burdukovski, and rode up to him
'Where are we going ?' he asked
'No idea   I'm just following the others '
'Where's the Baron?*
'I don't know'
The artillery, the machine-gun section, and the supply-
tram were mixed up with the middle of the column
Squadrons had ceased to exist  There were only mounted
armed men, trotting in disorder  The valley in front of
them showed them the way
Issak bumped into Zabiakm
'What's happening?' he asked
'We've done it'
'Done what?' asked Issak Then he realized what
Zabiakm meant 'Where's the Baron?'
'Gone to the devil   Somewhere out there'
Zabiakm waved his arm vaguely, and went on
'We mistook his tent We opened fire on those of the
orderlies, beside his He came out and shouted We fired
at him He beat it He may be wounded, or he may not
There's no knowing'
'Who's taken command?'
'Nobody'
'But who gave orders to start''
'I don't know'
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